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have forgone the sunlight and enclosed themselves in
a narrow house, lest in the spring-time or among the
autumn fields, or in the beautiful ways of a city, or
between the hands of a woman, they should forget that
sacrament of immortality.
0 beauties that never tarnish, 0 lights which know not
what it is to be eclipsed, 0 house of God, 0 temple of
unbreakable silence, how should I love you, I who have
cared for the dying day and the sweet mortal ways of
the world? For me there remain the flowers that are
presently fled away, the world which dies, and anon is
beautiful with resurrection, and life like a lily towering
to its own destruction, and love that falls into the heart
like a blossom and fades, and is enough. How should
I relinquish these that I have loved for an unwondering
immortality, an unmemoried silence?
Ah3 as I wandered through those miles of corridors,
where even the tapestries have not faded and the strange
correct frescoes have escaped oblivion, and the dead are
imprisoned in imperishable marbles, and even the pictures
have put on immortality, I was thinking of the spring far
far away in the world where the peach-blossoms flutter
over the gardens like pink butterflies, and the willows are
laughing together beside the rivers, and the wind is blow-
ing over the sea; and I was weary because I was so far
away.